




















Reviews: October 1977 


Comments: Despite the fact that this show was most 
certainly taped in the audience, this is the first portion 
ever to make it into circulation from any source. This is 
also the last date from 1977 that wasn’t represented at 
all in the trading world. 


A strong “Wheel” starts out this fragment of the second 
set. A very careful and gentle segue into “Wharf Rat” 
provides the serious tone for the sad tale of a blind, 
homeless alcoholic with a story to get off his chest. 
Billy’s snare, oddly enough, is either overmiked or he’s 
being a bit insensitive to the song; it’s too punchy. Gar- 
cia pegs his first solo as it spirals gorgeously round and 
round, tightened at just right moments; his second solo 
is even more impassioned, marred only by Weir’s annoy- 
ing attempts to sneak “Sugar Mag” in prematurely. 
“Sugar Magnolia” is crisp and has a nice slowdown 
during “Sunshine Daydream” that’s followed by a big, 
explosive kick to rev up the final few wild minutes. The 
encore cooks. All in all, though, everything here has 
been played much, much better in 1977 and thus this 
tape is for the completists only. 

MICHAEL M. GETZ 


Re 10/9/77 HK 


McNichols Sports Arena, Denver, 
Colorado 


Set 1: New Minglewood Blues, They Love 
Each Other, Cassidy, Dire Wolf, Looks like 
Rain, Brown-Eyed Women, Lazy Lightnin’ 


> Supplication, Sugaree, The Music Never 
Stopped 

Set 2: Samson and Delilah, Scarlet Begonias 
> Fire on the Mountain, Estimated Prophet 
> He’s Gone > Truckin’ > Drums > Terrapin 
Station > Around and Around 

Encore: Casey Jones 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: B+, Length: 3:00 


The long first set is highlighted by prime versions of 
“Cassidy,” “Brown-Eyed Women,” “Supplication,” and 
a smokin’ “Sugaree.” The second set features a long 
“Scarlet” > “Fire,” and “He’s Gone” in the usual “Eyes” 
spot. “Truckin’” leaps into “Drums,” from which a 
“Terrapin” arises like the phoenix. The show rocks to a 
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close with “Around” and “Casey Jones.” A well-played 
show but not one that stands out, especially in a year full 
of so many high-quality shows. 

NIGEL MOUNCEY 





Me 10/11/77 


Lloyd Noble Centre, University of 
Oklahoma, Norman, Oklahoma 






Set 1: Help on the Way > Slipknot! > 
Franklin’s Tower, Jack Straw, Peggy-O, El 
Paso, Sunrise, Deal, Let It Grow 

Set 2: Dancin’ in the Streets, Dire Wolf, 
Estimated Prophet > Eyes of// the World > 
Drums > Not Fade Away > Wharf Rat > 
Around and Around 







1. Source: SBD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:30 
2. Source: AUD, Quality: C, Length: 1:30 (set 2) 
Highlights: The entire tape 


An intimidating show to review, this one, as it is one of 
three shows that Dick Latvala, Dead connoisseur and 
archivist extraordinaire, lists as the greatest examples 
of what he terms “Primal Dead”—truly transcendent 
Dead shows. Of course, everyone’s tastes differ, as 
proven by the “Dick couldn’t pick a pumpkin” thread 
on rec.music.gdead at the moment! So, at risk of never 
being allowed to buy a Dick’s Picks again, here is my 
own opinion. 

The opening is promising, with wonderful bass from 
Phil heralding a historically important “Help on the 
Way” > “Slipknot!” > “Franklin’s Tower.” This was the 
last rendition before March 1983 and indeed was only 
played seven times throughout 1977; its rarity has per- 
haps been rather obscured by the popularity in tape 
trading of most of the shows it was played at. 

The playing, as was usually the case in 1977, feels 
relaxed but incredibly powerful, driven along on the 
forceful drumming that is a constant throughout the 
show. Here it is given a rather avant-garde edge by 
the gigantic swathes that Phil cuts through the music. 
“Slipknot!” is disappointingly short, maybe because the 
band is not yet fully in jamming mode. The join into 
“Franklin’s Tower” is smooth and sweet, and the first 
real jam has Jerry stepping in to challenge Phil’s mas- 
tery. Alongside him Keith appears, playing what, rather 
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disquietingly, sounds like a harpsichord! The song con- 
tinues tight yet laid-back, with the second of two subse- 
quent jams providing a true gateway to the heavens. 

“Jack Straw” and, in particular, “Peggy-O” continue 
very fine, and “El Paso” has an unusually involving 
rhythm. “Sunrise” I am probably not qualified to 
review, as the song has been forever marred for me by a 
friend pointing out an alternative interpretation of the 
line “I remember breezes from winds inside your body.” 
Hell, guess I’ve spoiled it for the rest of you now as well. 
Poor old Donna—well at least she was trying to be 
romantic! 

Jerry sounds really enthusiastic on “Deal,” tearing 
into a fine jam alongside Keith. The drummers twist the 
beat to give the ending added drama. “Let It Grow,” 
which follows, is the business, flying right from the out- 
set with a somewhat fast tempo and close support from 
Donna on vocals. The first jam simply stuns in its 
vicious intensity, before the final vocals give a brief 
respite and the closing jam, unfortunately relatively 
brief, is brought to the most delicate close possible, fol- 
lowed by a heartfelt “We’re gonna take a short break” 
from Bob. 

Set 2 opens with the last rendition of the year for 
“Dancin’ in the Streets,” which came into its own as a 
truly improvisatory tune during 1977, always taking the 
Dead to a unique jamming space. Why they didn’t play 
it more often afterward I can never understand. Bob and 
Donna stretch the vocals further and further out as Jerry 
works up that devastatingly funky sound on his guitar 
and then jumps right in. Only a “Shakedown Street” 
jam would ever go in a direction anything like what fol- 
lows, but this is an altogether more twisted offering, at 
first because Bob is keen to make as much impact as 
possible in his own right, later because Phil decides the 
time is right for a massive invasion of bass. Over it all 
Jerry struts his funky stuff with a biting edge that 
ensures the end result is both satisfyingly different and 
altogether mind-bending. “Dire Wolf,” returned to the 
rotation after a three-year hiatus only a fortnight earlier, 
is slow with a sparkling little Garcia solo. “Estimated 
Prophet” starts as stately, with a short first jam that 
raises the hairs on the scalp. The vocals peter out styl- 
ishly as the real business starts. Jerry is in the strato- 
sphere from the outset, and the direction he’s heading, 
with a touch so sure it blows the mind, is definitely not 
toward earth. A slow fade to a melodic space introduces 
“Eyes” with real grace. A long and languid introduction 
heads into a ideal-tempo version—I find many from 
1977 to be just a touch too fast for the full expressive- 


ness of the song to manifest itself. Garcia’s guitar trills 
and tumbles through the first jam with textbook-perfect 
accompaniment from Bob and Phil. Keith takes a 
greater role on the second, another extremely delicate 
piece of Jerry guitar work. The cut in the tape that fol- 
lows is therefore a tragedy, landing us as it does at the 
meandering far end of the closing jam, which soon 
drops into an interesting “Drums.” The other players 
fall in behind the drummers one by one as the “Not 
Fade Away” beat gets well worked over before the 
vocals ignite. What follows is as fine a piece of musical 
drama as the band ever managed. Each twist and turn in 
the music hovers over a bedrock of rhythm so tight and 
yet with such unstoppable momentum that it seems this 
music can never end. At one point Jerry finds a killer 
downward-spiraling riff that alone would make this ride 
unmissable. But no need to worry, so is the rest of the 
twenty or so minutes of what can very aptly indeed be 
described as “Primal Dead.” Toward the end there is a 
hint at “Goin’ Down the Road Feelin’ Bad,” but instead 
we get a lovely spacey interlude to put us in the mood 
for “Wharf Rat.” Another perfect transition into 
another perfect-tempo song! Beautiful, with another 
searing solo. The closing “Around and Around” is, in 
comparison with other versions from the year, compar- 
atively civilized and of course excellent—this was a 
show where they stayed right in control to the end. Oh 
yes, and as for an encore—well, I guess there wasn’t 
much more to say. 

To close, I suppose I have to agree with Mr. Latvala 
pretty much wholeheartedly about the excellence of this 
show. The only question that remains is why he didn’t 
release this, rather than 5/22/77, as his first Dick’s Picks 
from 1977. I suppose the answer might lie in the unfor- 
tunate cut in “Eyes.” Let’s hope that doesn’t deter him 
for long! 

JAMES SWIFT 





